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Heavens Above 


The drive up into the hills had been brutal. A car the size of the limo was not designed for some of the sharp 
twists and turns. The complaining from the passenger seat hadn't helped either to the point where Dave had 
debated reversing down and going home. The car was old, bless it, its suspension well past its use by date. But 
it was fun to have around, especially when you knew what was going to happen 


Parked in the trees surrounding the Griffith Observatory, Dave got out and took a look at the sky. No clouds 


and no smog hindered his view, leaving him with the crystal clear sky and all that sat in the heavens. 

“Taylor, come and look at this view." 

The passenger door opened and he heard feet crackling over stones and fallen leaves as Taylor came to stand 
beside him. The shadows engulfed them, the lights of the city only just visible beyond the trees. Somewhere, 

out there, was LA. Somewhere. And Dave didn't care because, right above him, was one of the most beautiful 


things in the world. The other had been in the car beside him. 


"Wow. That really is something, huh? You don't see that down in the valley." 


Dave smiled a little. "You don't. It's fuckin’ gorgeous. Makes you feel small, right?" 

"Not really," the blonde man chuckled. "Besides, thought we were here for shit other than staring at the sky” 
"Geez, Taylor, thanks for making it sound like such a chore" 

"Yeah, yeah. You always were a sappy romantic. Forgot about that” 

They paused, the warm air wrapping around legs and tickling ankles. They could hear other people, all of them 
up at the observatory and watching the sky. When fingers crept into the small of his back, Dave smiled. Lips 
whispered against his cheek before Taylor tugged at his earlobe 

"Wanna get back in the car?" the drummer purred. 

"For what?" 

"Oh, you know, maybe a bit of pot" 

"Anything else?" Dave teased 


"| might be in with that bargain too." 


Dave allowed himself to be pulled into the back seat of the white car. There was ample space for fooling 
around, something they'd never had the chance to do. The limo had either been parked up at the studio or out 
touring the country. Now it was time to really test the old girl's abilities, something Dave suspected had 


happened many times before it came into their possession. 


Thanks to the tinted windows, the interior of the car was even darker. The city lights were tiny pinpricks, only 
just visible through the towering trees. There was the click of a lighter and, for a brief moment, a flame 
illuminated the inside of the car. It was replaced by the tiny bud of a light joint, the sweet smelling smoke 
beginning to fill the small space. For a moment, Taylor savoured it before handing it over. Sitting back in the 
comfortable seats, Dave took a long drag. The smoke filled his lungs and instantly began to work its way into 


his brain. A warm fuzz descended and, with a contented sigh, he exhaled. 

"This is some good shit," he murmured. "Where'd you get it?" 

"Same guy as always." 

The pair were silent as they smoked. The only sound was the crackling burn of the cigarette paper and their 
own breathing. Finally, Dave could take the cloud of smoke no longer and he opened the sun roof. The sweet, 


thick smoke slowly coiled out into the night, a rush of cool air replacing it. Instantly, his head began to swim in 
that glorious way it always did when they were high. He giggled and pressed himself closer to Taylor. 


"Something you?" the blonde man purred. 


Wisps of smoke slid from Taylor mouth and to Dave's. Eagerly he took them in, holding it before letting it fly 
free into the dark sky above. 


"Yeah," he softly replied. "Your cock in my mouth." 
"Now you're talkin!" 


Shifting, Dave stretched a hand out of the cat and patted the roof. "Pants down and sit on the roof. l'm gonna 
give you head." 


In the darkness, he felt Taylor move. "You kinky fucker! | love it when you're high. You get really fuckin’ horny." 
Dave chuckled. "Just shut up and get your cock out, you little nymphomaniac.’ 


With eyes that had adjusted to the darkness, he watched Taylor's figure crouch in the car. The baggy shorts 
were tossed at him before the lithe drummer pulled himself out of the sunroof. A pair of bare feet dangled in 
front of Dave's face. Pressing a few kisses to them, he manoeuvred himself so that his head was between 


Taylor's legs. 


The slight breeze whipped at hair and, in the glowing lights of the city, he could see Taylor stretched out on 
the roof of the limo. The drummer's hands were planted behind him and his face was tilted to the snatches of 
sky they could see through the trees. Already his cock was half hard, a mix of the weed and dirty talking. 
Wrapping a hand around the base of the drummer's dick, Dave lowered his head and wrapped his lips around 
the head. Above him, Taylor moaned and shifted, hips rising a little. One hand landed in Dave's hair and pressed 


him lower. 
"Yeah," Taylor purred. "Like that. Suck it. Suck it good and hard. Make me fuckin’ come." 


Grinning to himself, he gave in to the blonde man's wish and opened his throat, taking all of Taylor. The 


drummer gave a strangled cry and Dave heard the sound of fingernails scrapping over the car's roof. 


"Fuck it, Dave! You're too fuckin’ good at this. | swear, if you weren't a musician, you'd be fuckin’ giving out 


blow jobs for cash." 


He loved how vocal Taylor got when the moments got heated. Loved listening to him. The drummer's filthy 
talking always went straight through Dave and to his dick, making it throb and twitch. 


Giving a blow job through the roof of the limo was also a new one. It wasn't one Dave had ever thought about 
but, now that he was doing it, it was driving him crazy. Being at Taylor's beck and call always drove him crazy. 
But this.. This was a whole new level of insanity. Running his tongue up and down the drummer's dick, he 


listened to the stream of filth that fell from Taylor's lips. His lover really did know how to talk dirty and it was 


pushing Dave to the edge. 

Inching his fingers between Taylor's legs, he gently stroked the soft spot between the drummer's balls and ass. 
Taylor squirmed and purred, his hips shifting to fuck Dave's mouth. Slowly he began to pull back, his tongue 
dancing along his lover's hard length, tasting everything Taylor had to offer. 

With a final kiss to the head of Taylor's cock, Dave pulled away. "Get back inside. | want to fuck your hot ass." 
"Oh, you want my ass do you? What makes you think you've earned it?" 

‘Ive just sucked your dick" 

A hand wound into his hair and pulled his head back. "Yeah, but you didn't make me come." 


With a smirk, Dave stared up at the shadowy figure above him. "But I'm about it. In Now." 


Damn, he loved it when they talked demanding. Loved it when Taylor made him work for it. This was the man 
who could spend twelve hours of his day teasing Dave until, finally, they snapped and wound up fucking all night. 


Ducking back into the car, he pulled his jeans down to just below his ass. His cock sprang free and he watched 


as Taylor slid back into the car. 
"Where do you want me?" Taylor asked. 
"Kneel on the seat so you're lookin’ out the back window. And stick that little ass in the air." 


The car creaked and shifted as they moved around. With Taylor pressed against the back seat, Dave dug 
around for the bottle of lube they'd hidden between the seats. It had been there since they'd bought the car, 
a surprise for anyone who went hunting. But obviously no one had looked hard enough because he found the 


little plastic bottle with ease. 


Covering his fingers with the slick gel, he placed one hand in the small of the drummer's back, holding him in 
place. Taylor let out a quiet squeal of glee as he was breached, his back dipping and ass sticking out a little 
further. Grinning, Dave pumped his fingers before adding a little more lube to his cock 


Nipping at Taylor's shoulder, he said, "Ready for me, baby? Ready for my big, hard cock?" 

"Ready for what it's going to do to me." 

With his hands wrapped around Taylor's hips, Dave slowly slid himself in. Taylor was as tight and as warm as 
the first time they'd fucked all those years before. Back then, it had been a bit of fun, two guys experimenting 


with one another. Over time, it had changed, becoming an inseparable bond until they'd finally fallen in love. 


Their love had grown and flourished, leaving everyone outside of their circle to debate whether they were, or 


weren't, an item. 


Pressing his knees to the leather seat, Dave began to rock. The weed made him blissfully dizzy and being 
buried deep in Taylor only made the sensation even more delicious. Beneath him, Taylor purred and whined, 
wriggling his hips as he pressed back against Dave. Lifting a hand from the drummer's hips, he gave the blonde 
man a playful swat. 


"Keep it down otherwise you get nothing." 

"Nothing?" Taylor softly replied with another swing of his hips. 

"Don't make me punish you." 

"But Daddy." The words fell from Taylor's lips like warm honey and it was too much for Dave to take. 


Pulling his hand back, he delivered several sharp, stinging blows to Taylor's offered ass. The drummer hissed 
and bucked, riding Dave's cock as he murmured how he was sorry. It was all part of the game as Dave rocked 
harder and faster, alternating hands and where the slaps landed. It was all made that little easier with Taylor 
pressed against the seat back, Dave enjoying listening to his hand snap against Taylor's bare flesh. In his mind's 
eye, he could see Taylor's face as he was being spanked. Could see how his teeth were clenched and his eyes 


screwed shut, pleading for more. 


Finally Dave slid his warmed palm from Taylor's ass and to his cock. Wrapping his fingers around the drummer, 
he purred, "Want me to jerk it for you?" 


"Please." 


Taylor all but melted into his hand, moving with Dave as they rocked. The car squeaked, its old suspension just 
about putting up with the punishment they were giving it. Dave hoped no one could hear them but, if they 
could, he didn't care. He was too lost in the moment, enjoying the warm swirl of pleasure that coursed through 
his veins. His orgasm was closing in on him, his cock hardening. It wasn't helped by Taylor's earlier suggestion, 
his wanton teasing as they'd worked. Lets fake the limo. Lets go into the hills. Lets get naked Let me ride your 


cock. Let me blow your mind. 


And boy, had he teased, sauntering sweaty and half naked around the studio, his dick half hard and his little 
ass swinging for all to see. Yet it was Dave, and Dave alone, who got to bury himself between those sweet 


cheeks and enjoy the divine pleasure they brought. 


Pulling out, Dave dropped himself onto the bench seat. "Get on my cock," he hissed. "Want you to ride me just 


like you promised you would” 


Through the darkness, he swore he saw Taylor smile. Teasingly slow, the blonde lowered himself onto Dave. A 
slow hiss left the drummer's lips and, in the darkness, Dave watched as Taylor arched his back, head thrown 


back in reckless abandon. 


Placing his hands at Taylor's hips, Dave rocked his hips. "Love having you in my lap," he purred. "Love feeling 


you on my cock. You've got such a great ass. Love fucking it” 

Taylor just mewled as he began to rise and fall, his lithe body moving perfectly. Even though he couldn't see 
the blonde man, Dave could feel him, his hands riding over Taylor's skinny frame. He took in every inch of it, 
enjoying feeling his smooth, sweat slicked skin 

"That's it," he purred. "Make me come. Make me come good and hard" 

Sliding a hand to Taylor's groin, Dave began to stroke in time to the other's movements, his fingers squeezing 
and flexing around the other man's large, hard cock. Pre-come pooled at the head, slicking Dave's hand. his 
calloused fingers picked out every vein and ridge, making Taylor harder by the second. 

"Not gonna-" Taylor muttered. 

"s fine." 

The drummer's breathing became heavier, his moans deeper and louder. Dave could feel him tensing, his strong 
thighs slammed against Dave's hips. He himself wasn't going to last much longer, not with Taylor bouncing in 


his lap. 


With a final cry, Taylor came, his cock throbbing and seed splattering across his stomach. Dave grunted as the 


blonde man tightened around him, his own orgasm just seconds away. 
"Keep going," he hissed. "Don't fuckin’ stop” 

Taylor listened to him, his body rocking back and forth as he ground down onto Dave. 

"Yes, oh, fuck, yes. Taylor!" 

Bucking his hips, he let loose with a guttural growl as the snap of release coursed through him. His cock 
throbbed, his seed filling the smaller man. His hands gripped Taylor, holding him close as they rode out the 


waves of pleasure, their bodies trembling. 


Sinking back into the seat, Dave panted. His head fell back, his gaze falling on the patch of dark sky that peeked 
through the sunroof. 


"That was amazing," he murmured. 


Taylor slid from his lap and curled up beside him, his head resting on Dave's shoulder. "We should definitely do 


this more often" 


"Damn right we should" 


He smirked when long, talented fingers made their to groin and gently began to stroke. Looked like they'd be 


ready go again real soon. 


